gravely building a tower. Little son has been taught that he must play without demanding help or attention from adults about him, that " son must help himself." In Soho little boys are spanked and scolded and carried and physicked and loved and fed all day and all night.
Mother called to little son a quaint love name, and he turned to her with his bright smile, understanding her love tone. Then he quietly turned away from her to his toys again. And mother stood there in that strange white baby world which was her grandson's. Perhaps she was thinking of what she had thought to find him, like one of the children of her own young motherhood, dear burdens that one bore night and day. She was afraid to touch the crib, to soil the [164]d [163]l  as  a  child.    They brought mother cake, and jellies, and wines, as if she were about to travel a year instead of one night.    My aunts came to help her sew her clothes, my uncles came to pack her suitcases. It was as if all Soho were coming here to us ill the person of mother.    Father hurried [162] prayer books, were considered an extrava-
